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Al Foreworo Deoicarion. 
To Tuomas Avo Gun 


A generation ago a Mr. Adolf Thomas holographed 
a 25 page story called ‘Special Event at the Elmtown 
Woman's Club’ and commissioned a Mr. Glen to illus- 
trate the action. Glen needed more pages to do the writ- 
ing justice; 30 to be exact. “This combined collaboration 
of 55 pages resulted in a classic, whose rights and original 
artwork were eventually sold to Eric Stanton. Rogers and 
Hammerstein they are not, but then, neither am | a Her- 
man Wouk. There is talent, and then there is genius. They 
and I attempt the former and lack the latter. At the least 
there is the effort of the attempt. Upon reflection, the 


analogy I should have used would be that of writer and 
artist. Dante and Blake they are not. But this sentence 
becomes esoteric. This combination of Dante’s ‘Divine 
Comedy’ which was illustrated by William Blake, was, 
and is, in truth, one word: Majestic. But in today’s world 
of MTV and perfect-ending 30 minute sitcoms, who is 
left that knows this truth, nor cares? 

Ah, that is the nut of it. If a writer is esoteric he can 
not communicate with his readers. If they can't begin to 
understand what ideas the writer is trying to convey, he 
has failed as a writer, not the reader as a reader. 

Thomas and Glen communicate. Both with the 
blackness of ink. This blackness flows from the pens of 
the writer and artist and is the color of ink. Both ‘in deed’ 
and indeed, their jet-black ink becomes their common 
medium with which to communicate their ideas about 
the vast range of human foibles, but of more import - 
human courage. There are glaring weaknesses in the 
writing and the illustrations, as in any of the arts. But 
the strength of ideas and power of the art far outweigh 
the faults. Both styles are powerful and neither man pulls 
his punches, metaphorically, that is. 

However, that was a generation ago and times have 


changed. In this work the ink pen has been replaced by 


an IBM AT computer keyboard and NEC 3550 letter 
quality printer. At least the artist’s ink pen and oil paint 
have been retained, but they are now augmented by the 
airbrush and acrylics. Even mistakes that were removed 
by gritty rubber erasers are now eliminated by an elec- 
trically driven corrector. 

What I have tried to do with this final work of the 
‘Elmtown Chronicles’ is to expand upon ‘Thomas’ ideas, 
tie up some loose ends, and finish what was started 
decades ago. I have used my style and instructed my 
artist to not recreate the first work, only finish it. And 
finish it I have. 

My critics may agree that this is the truest sentence 
I have ever written. I fear not their wrath. 


CHAPTER THIRTY -THREE 


Chance Meeting 


Although Elmtown was just a speck on the Indiana 
landscape, it did have a train station. The surrounding 
larger towns were not so blessed. This is because the vol- 
ume of children’s furniture that Doyle Furniture was able 
to manufacture enabled the train company to make pe- 
riodic stops to load up the town’s main output while un- 
loading freight for the surrounding area. The lumber was 
supplied from a large stand of trees that grew nearby. It 
was the only forest of any size in the whole state of In- 
diana. 

In the middle of a hot August month, Amtrak made 


a special stop at this station and deposited a different 
kind of freight upon the train platform. Her name was 
Enaj Johnson while the names of the two suitcases she 
carried were called Samsonite. The three of them entered 
the one-man station to use the phone to call a cab. ‘This 
done, the woman went back outside and sat down on the 
only bench, located at one end of the train platform. The 
heated plains wind whipped her long auburn colored 
hair across her face. She brushed it aside as her brown 
eyes looked at the open door of the baggage car and 
watched a baggage handler deliver some parcels to a 
good-looking man. Then the door closed and the train 
moved out. 

He had to walk past her to get to the parking lot. As 
he did so, he turned toward her and said, “This is known 
as a one-bench town,” and continued walking. 

The hearty sound of her laugh stopped him. He 
turned around. “It wasn't that funny.” 

“I thought it was.” 

“It’s strange. Every time I try to be funny, everyone 
tells me I should go on the stage.” 

She interrupted, “Yeah, the next one out of town.” 

“You got it,” he laughed. “Listen, I don’t mean to be 
personal, but are you waiting for someone?” 


“No, just a cab.” 

“In this heat. No way. PII drive you into town.” 

“But I called a cab.” 

“No problem, when we head to Elmtown PII stop 
the cab and tell him it was his fare I picked up.” 

“Seems to be an apt expression, under the circum- 
stances.” 

“What expression?” 

“Picked up.” 

“Hah,” he chuckled. 

“You are quick.” 

“Speaking of quick. A couple of smooth words and 
Im already heading for your car. We're already thick as 
fleas and neither knows the other’s name.” 

“Pm Mike Stoner. I run Doyle Furniture, so you're 
safe with me. Everyone knows me, so I have to stay in 
line. What's yours?” 

“TU be dammed.” 

“That's an unusual name.” 

“No, I mean, I was going to your company tomorrow 
to apply for a job.” 

“Hold that thought.” He opened the door for her, 
then put the suitcases in the trunk. After he started the 
car he said, “Since I’m the chief cook and bottle washer, 


youre seeing the right man. What’s your educational 
background?” 

“Just graduated from Michigan State. My major was 
physical education. Great background for manufacturing 
children’s furniture.” 

“No problem. You graduated, that’s what counts. 
How did you hear about this dinky company in the mid- 
dle of Indiana?” 

“You have a reputation for excellent quality. You've 
resisted the trend to use plastic. All of your products are 
constructed basically of wood, with steel or aluminum 
for reinforcement.” 

“Boy, you've done your research. And speaking of re- 
search, that's the kind of person I’m looking for.” 

“Research, out here?” 

“At first blush it sounds strange. My problem is I’m 
going to be running out of trees if 1 dont get new ones 
planted soon. Right from the beginning, the Doyle fam- 
ily has been replacing the trees they use for the business. 
This has been going on for over a hundred years. But 
they grow too slow. Ihe new varieties grow fast but the 
wood is too soft. 1 need someone to research the soil, 
rainfall, and weather to get me something that grows fast 


and still be hard. Then manage the damn thing. The only 


reason this forest wasn't cut down long ago and turned 
into farmland is because of its location. Too mountain- 
ous. Guess in Michigan they would be described as 
hills.” 

“In Colorado, molehills.” 

“Depends upon your perspective. Anyhoo, I just 
bought the surrounding foothills for reforestation. ‘That 
will be my timber for the future.” 

“Sounds like you need an agronomist.” 

“Correction, an agronomist is concerned with agri- 
culture, mainly field-crops. Proper word would be 
forester.” 

“TU concede the point, but you are in the business 
of harvesting a crop. They're just rather tall.” 

“As are you. How tall are you?” 

“Five eight. By the way, on stopping this cab, how 
do you know which road he’s going to take?” 

“There's only one road to the station, and you're on 
it. This is also a one horse town. And the cabby drives it.” 

“I was going to be picked up in a horse-drawn cab?” 

“No, but I had you going for a minute there.” 

“That you did. Say, what’s your educational back- 
ground?” 

“B.S. at Harvard Business.” 


“Figures. Especially the B.S.” 

“Hey, hold on a minute! I’m no effete Eastern snob. 
I was born on a farm here. After I got out of high school 
I worked for Doyle Furniture as a carpenter. Blue collar 
wages. Ihe old man, Tom, saw that I busted my butt for 
him and moved me into management. That's how I met 
his daughter. Well, she wasn't his daughter. That was 
from a former marriage on his wife’s side. Anyway, we 
got married. That's when Tom sent me off to Harvard. I 
didn't marry money. I worked for it.” 

“Tm convinced. It really was stupid of me to say what 
I did.” 

He liked what he heard. Here was a woman who had 
the self-confidence to admit mistakes without rational- 
izing. That was critically important in his line of business. 
She had ambition and would be doing a variety of proj- 
ects. “That level of activity invariably leads to mistakes. 
But she would learn from them and turn the experience 
into an asset. Then he looked at another of her assets. It 
was that long dark auburn colored hair. 

“No big thing,” he replied, and meant it. “But one 
big thing is, where are you staying? Any relatives?” He 
couldn't get that dark hair out of his mind. 

“No, I was going to ask the cab driver about rooming 


houses.” 

“Well, that problem is solved. I’m taking you home 
to meet the wife. To use your expression, the two of you 
will be as thick as fleas in no time. You're staying with us 
until you get settled. New hire.” 

“Friendly town. That was some job interview. You re- 
ally don't know anything about me.” 

“All I need to know. You're sharp, seem ambitious 
and I'm willing to take a chance on you.” 

Little did Mike realize he should have rephrased his 
statement to, “I’m willing to take a chance with you.” The 
“on” would follow shortly. 

Just then Mike spotted the cab. He gave the driver 
the money for the fare he didn't pick up. When the cabby 
got back into his vehicle and turned it around toward 
town, two men changed direction on that two-lane road. 
The cab driver went one way and Mike Stoner another; 
even though both men were heading toward Elmtown. 
The difference was the cabby knew he changed direction. 
Mike did not. 

Yet. 


CHAPTER THIRTY -FOUR 


She Was Called ‘Promising’ 


Even if she lived in New York, instead of Elmtown 
Indiana, Elizabeth Stoner had everything. She was a 
blue-eyed blond, which helped make her beautiful, but 
it was her height that made her striking. She was tall, 
five feet ten, with legs that seemed to go on forever. At 
the least, into tomorrow. 

It was in the genes. Not the ones she would put on 
to go horseback riding, but the ones her parents passed 
on to her. Her mother, Martha Doyle was five seven, and 
her father, Sam Jones, six feet three. Liz didn’t have her 
mother’s build, which weighed 174 pounds in her prime. 


And her prime was at the age of 36 when she fought 
Jane Doyle for her husband, ‘Toto Doyle. But she did 
have the mother’s full breasts and hips. However, not the 
weight, as Liz kept it at a hard 150 pounds. 

Tragedy and triumph alternately dogged the Jones 
family, nipping at their heels. Sam died in an auto acci- 
dent, the event renaming Martha into the widow Jones. 
She was left with two young children, and Liz was the 
baby. Later came the triumph when Martha won Tom 
and was renamed Martha Doyle. 

And then there was that word: But. But then there 
was the loss of Mr. Doyle and Elizabeth’s older brother 
in a plane crash piloted by Tom. However, the word ‘but’ 
can mean other things. But in between there were the 
good times. Ihe family’s pride when Elizabeth graduated 
from Vassar and their joy in her marriage to Mike 
Stoner. 

She had settled down into the role of housewife and 
was content. Ihe payoff from Tom's life insurance and 
Mike’s management of Doyle Furniture guaranteed that 
the family would stay the wealthiest in Elmtown. ‘There 
was no need for her to work and she kept busy running 
the family mansion. Ihe newlyweds had their own house 
until the death of Tom. Then they moved in with the 


mother-in-law. ‘This by choice. At first it was done to 
look after Martha, but in time she recovered. Mike sold 
their house, and the three of them settled into the spa- 
cious Doyle manor. It was a big house with a small staff 
of servants and everyone got along well. 

There was mutual love and respect, although Mike’s 
roving eye irritated Martha. It didnt bother Liz though. 
He was the handsomest man in town and she expected 
that the other women would hit on him. He was just re- 
sponding, and kept it at the talking stage. She felt that 
as long as his roving eyes didn't turn into roving hands 
she wouldn't make a fuss. 

All agreed, Elizabeth Stoner was promising. She was 
happy, and her future was bright. However, this bright- 
ness would be soon dimmed by the boiling black storm 
clouds known as Enaj. 


CHAPTER THIRTY -FIVE 


The Hills of Indiana 


“Liz, this is Miss Enaj Johnson, our new forest sta- 
tion manager.” Ihe two women shook hands firmly but 
warmly. 

“This is rather sudden, Mike. You were just thinking 
of getting someone, and here she is. Where did you pick 
her up?” Her last sentence resulted in gales of laughter 
from both Enaj and Mike. 

“There's that expression again,” howled Johnson. 

“What’s the joke?” asked the puzzled wife. 

“A private joke between us,” answered her mate. 

“Keep it that way then.” Then with a wink at Enaj, 


Liz said, “And let that be the only thing between you 
two.” 

Smiling, Miss Johnson answered, “Not to worry, 
Mrs. Stoner. My designs are on trees, not on your hus- 
band. Although, with his looks, I suspect there are some 
women in this town who ‘pine’ for him.” The couple 
groaned from the terrible joke. Then Liz spoke up. “If 
any of them tried anything, Id take care of them the 
same way mom did.” 

“How was that?” asked Johnson, and Mike inter- 
jected. 

“It's a long story, which [Il tell you tomorrow when 
we survey the tree farm. Right now I want you to meet 
a woman who became a legend in her own time.” With 
that, Mike led the two women into the garden located 
in the back yard. 

The next day, employer and employee rode horses 
into the Indiana hills. Mike recited Martha’s triumph 
and Enaj was plainly impressed. 

When she got to talking, it was Mike who became 
impressed. Here was a young woman who had to scrap 
and struggle for everything she got. She didn't say it in 
those terms, but it was obvious to the astute Stoner. Her 
mother had married a weak man, who, it seemed, was 


strong enough for the time needed to father Enaj, their 
only child. But his drinking and verbal abuse became too 
much for the wife, although there wasnt any physical 
abuse. Ihe husband had married a rather powerful 
woman and he knew better than to physically tangle 
with her. But what really destroyed the union was his 
whining. Finally, the wife left and got a job as a legal sec- 
retary. She never remarried. 

Because money was short, Enaj had to go to a public 
university. Because of her excellent grades she was ad- 
mitted to a fine school, Michigan State. Because of her 
height and quickness, she won an athletic scholarship in 
women's basketball. That was the vehicle that allowed her 
to work her way through school. She was fond of saying 
that she had dribbled her way through college. 

“Ha, that's rich, dribbled your way through college,” 
laughed Mike. Then, for a time they were quiet, except 
for Mike's mind. As he reflected upon how hard things 
were for this girl and how hard she had worked, he 
started making comparisons with his wife. Elizabeth was 
intelligent, but this girl was bright. Liz took herself too 
seriously, while Enaj’s mind was quick and her infectious 
humor was awfully funny. Then at other times it was fun- 
nily awful. His wife did have a soft life. She was raised 


with money and it bought her into Vassar. Martha had 
struggled, yet ensured that her daughter did not. Liz, he 
concluded, was spoiled. However, she wasn't obnoxious. 
Mike wouldn't have permitted that anyway. She was kind 
to the help. However, he now remembered traces of ar- 
rogance in her dealings with all of the employees. Then 
it occurred to him that Elizabeth was paternalistic with 
the household help and factory workers. It wasn't kind- 
ness she showed, but instead, condescending paternal- 
ism. 

“Enaj makes me think. Liz never did that. That's it, 
she makes me think, while Liz makes me lust. Come to 
think of it, Johnson makes me lust, too. In her own way, 
she’s the equal of the wife. However, there’s no bettering 
Elizabeth.” Later that day, Mike was proven wrong. 

Most adulterers are inclined to say, ‘It started out in- 
nocently enough,’ which is exactly what Stoner said later. 
However, in the beginning, all Mike wanted to do was 
show his pride and joy to Johnson. It wasn't his prick, 
but that too was displayed soon enough. It was the two- 
timer husband’s two-story A-frame cabin in the forest 
that he had recently completed. ‘They had some chilled 
wine from the refrigerator and talked. And drank and 
talked. And drunk and talked some more. The living 


room scene became the story of the three bares. Stacked, 
as it were. [here was the bare Johnson, atop the bare 
Stoner, atop the bear rug. Those who frown upon artistic 
license, especially spelling, would demand that it should 
be: The story of the two bares and one bear. But then it 
loses something, and gains nothing. 

Which is what Mike was facing when their tryst was 
over. Sobriety made him realize that if found out he 
could lose his wife, and the family fortune. He groaned 
when he realized the business was called “The Doyle Fur- 
niture Company’. For all intents and purposes, he was 
hired help. The power and money rested in Martha’s 
hands, and until she died and passed it to her daughter, 
in essence his wife, Mike’s position was precarious. Ihe 
fortune in the wife’s name would make it community 
property and half would be his. Right now the only thing 
in his hands were Johnson's breasts. Murder never en- 
tered his mind, but panic did. 

“Jesus.” He sprang away from Enaj as if she were hot 
coals. “Typical man. Ihe four f’s. Find um, feel um, fuck 
um, forget um.” 

“That’s not funny, Johnson. Honestly, I’ve never done 
this before and if Liz finds out shell kill me.” 

“Upon reflection, I think it’s Martha you have to 


look out for. Her history proves she’s the tough one.” 

“Christ, youre right. Listen, you were wonderful, but 
this can't continue. I never told you how precarious my 
position is.” 

“All right, I understand. My lips are sealed. I didn't 
do this to blackmail you. I fell in love with you today. I 
wouldn't do anything to hurt you.” 

“My god, you're understanding.” 

“Do you want me to leave town, to become another 
Jane Doyle?” 

“Lord, no! Stay, I hired you to do a job. It seems you 
did a job on me, but now youre going to have to channel 
that energy into the company. Christ, do I pity the com- 
petition.” They both laughed and that broke the severe 
tension. 

“Obviously, you can understand that Pll have to 
move out of the house immediately.” 

“Of course. Dammit, I’m sorry.” 

“Mike, don’t worry about it. It was wonderful. I still 
love you, but I wont make trouble. We'd better get 
going.” 

They vowed to tell no one, but that vow didn’t extend 
to Janet Sikes, who was also riding in the Doyle forest 
and saw the couple enter the cabin. She was there when 


they exited, three hours later. As the Vice President of 
the Elmtown Woman's Club, she felt it was her duty to 
report what she saw to the President. Sikes had to take 
responsibility for what she saw. After all, half of her Club 
title was “Vice”. 

Later, a passerby sensed that the outside walls of the 
Doyle mansion seemed to bulge outward for an instant 
due to the horrific explosion inside. Martha had just got 
the word. 

When the unwary couple arrived at the manor, they 
were hauled into Mrs. Doyle's study where she thun- 
dered at them with her famous riot act. About this time 
the wife arrived, and wondering what the commotion 
was all about, opened the door to the study. When she 
found out what had happened she sprang at Enaj and it 
took both Mike and Martha to pull her away. This is 
when Johnson shouted her challenge at Liz. 

Deleting the expletives, she essentially said that if 
Mrs. Stoner wanted to fight her, that was all right with 
Enaj. But there had to be something to fight about, since 
what Liz wanted to battle about had already happened. 
That something had to be in the future and it had to be 
a prize. Something worth fighting about, or for. Some- 
thing called Mike Stoner. 


“You're goddamn right, PI fight you for my husband, 
you fucking cow!” screamed the wife. 

“You pompous sack of shit, let’s do it now!” Enaj 
yelled. 

“Shit, now she’s gone and done it,” swore the mother 
as she dropped, with a sigh, into her armchair. “This fam- 
ily never learns,” she shouted back. Then she took control. 
Martha didn't want a repeat of the agony that she had 
gone through a generation ago. But her daughter was 
adamant, and stupidly accepted the challenge from the 
husband-stealer. They would fight for Mike and the loser 
would leave town. Martha put the terms to Mike. Would 
he consider such a proposal? 

“Is the Pope Catholic?” he mused. Would he con- 
sider it? He was financially drowning in Martha's study 
and she had just thrown him a lifesaver. This was not the 
candy kind, but no matter. He chewed upon this 
metaphorical lifesaver and became very cagey. Feigning 
reluctance, he said that it pained him to say so, but he 
accepted the concept and result. 

“Thank God,” he thought, when all three women 
agreed. He quietly prayed his thanks to the Almighty for 
getting him off the hook. His thoughts went upward, in 
the wrong direction. Properly, they should have been di- 


rected downward, toward the land of fire and brimstone, 
and to ‘It’. Righteously so, because the subterranean evil 
that resided deep in this pitiless Hell had finally conjured 
up a festooned way for its savage heat to surface. 

This ‘It? was now anointed as the Priest of Pain, and 
would bless the union of these two women who would 
be enclosed in a ring of torture. This creature had fash- 
ioned a square wedding ring of ropes that would be 
slipped about their two bodies; to form a more perfect 
union, as it were. And he held the enclosing cords. A jerk 
of his hand and the slip knot of pride would yank them 
together to enable each to pummel the other with her 
fists. For a time both women would be spiritually made 
into one by this omnivorous Priest of Pain. Although it 
was to take place upon the surface of the earth, they were 
soon to have a taste of that elusive, but always present, 
destructive evil that dwells in the bowels of the earth and 
mind. It had many names and Martha knew them all. 
There was now a presence in the room and she shivered 
at the thought of It. Make no mistake about this, Martha 
knew full well the agonizing hell that these two women 
would soon be heir to. She knew that the Prince of Pain 
was the conjurer and had seen its face before and strove 
mightily to never meet it again. And yet ....there it was, 


made manifest. 

Again. Tomorrow. 

After sundown. 

The Elmtown showdown. 

After everyone had left the room, Mrs. Doyle buried 
her head in her arms. “This is stupid. It’s worse than that, 
it’s ludicrous. This is turning out to be a badly written 
western. Might as well be a shootout on the main street 
of Elmtown. Now I’ve got two gloved gunslingers on my 
hands.” She raised her head and stared at the ceiling and 
thought about the unthinkable. “What if Elizabeth 
should lose? What do I do then>” 

Mike was also reflective and thinking the unthink- 
able. Only he was in a win-win situation. His infidelity 
had been distracted by the wife’s challenge to his one 
time mistress. If the wife won, then he would be contrite 
and allow her to claim her prize, him. All would be for- 
given and the Doyle fortune would still be within his 
grasp. If Enaj won? His mind drifted back to the cabin. 
This was a wild woman. Very aggressive and took control; 
which he would like, from time to time. She wasn’t like 
the wife, who was passive. Liz wasn't frigid, just refined 
in bed. But if Enaj won, then Liz was bound to go to Las 
Vegas and get a divorce. With the daughter out of town, 


where did that leave Martha? She would soon realize 
that Mike would have to stay and run the business. Over 
time he knew he could get back into her good graces 
again. He would be gracious and eventually convince 
both women to allow the ex-wife to return and live with 
her mother. This was getting exciting. The only problem 
was that he, and all other men, were forbidden to witness 
the battle. Only members of “The Club’ were to be in- 
vited. He had once thought of himself a prize catch. And 
now he was, literally, the prize itself. Or himself, or what- 
ever. 


CHAPTER THIRTY -SIX 


Rule Making 


“It seems there is a basic agreement between the two 
of you that there’s no room for compromise. Both of you 
are willing to engage in a fight to the finish and the win- 
ner claims the husband as the prize, while the loser leaves 
Elmtown, permanently.” Both women nodded their 
agreement. 

“Tve talked to Mike a second time about this and 
he's still in total agreement. In fact, Pm surprised about 
his enthusiasm. He doesnt even seem to care about the 
pain his wife is going to endure to keep her husband.” 

“If Stoney can keep her husband,” interrupted Enaj. 


“There’s no doubt about that,” hissed Elizabeth. 
“This fight is to teach you a lesson.” 

“Yeah, a lesson on how easy it’s going to be to take 
your husband away.” 

“Knock it off, you two,” snapped Martha. “This is se- 
rious business. You two don't know what you're letting 
yourselves into. I do. Over twenty years ago I was in the 
same situation. Let’s see, it was 1964, oh my God, 23 
years ago. And it was August, same month as now. 
Speaking of deja vu.” Then the mists of nostalgia were 
swept from her eyes and the past champion of Elmtown 
returned to the present. “Anyway, back to business. I 
handed each of you the rules that were used back then. 
Any objections?” 

Enaj objected. “Those rules are over twenty years old. 
‘These are the eighties. August, 1987 to be exact.” 

Trying to show great patience, Mrs. Doyle explained. 
“They are older than that. Ihe essence of these rules were 
written during the Bronze age, over 4000 years ago. They 
worked during the Minoan civilization of ancient Crete, 
then, and they'll work now. I’ve suggested using the Mex 
Style version” 

“TI concede that, but today women have to compete 
with men, and it’s men’s rules that we have to follow.” 


“Alright, Miss Johnson, or is it Ms. Johnson?” 

“Pm no women’s libber, either is fine.” 

“Alright, Miss Johnson, what is the objection?” 

“It’s the punching only to the body. We're in a man’s 
world, and men can punch anywhere.” 

Mrs. Stoner interjected, “Men dont punch below the 
belt, which these rules allow.” 

“You're wrong, Liz.” 

“What do you mean I’m wrong? It’s right there in 
black and white: “Punches are allowed anywhere except 
the neck, face and head.’ Men are head-hunters, they 
don't hit below the belt. We can.” 

“You jerkass, we can't,” snapped Johnson. “We'll be 
naked. There won't be any belt to hit below.” This strange 
logic evoked a laugh from Mrs. Doyle. The daughter 
wasnt amused. 

“Well, daughter, it seems that Enaj has you there. 
The problem is with blows to the head. They often result 
in knockouts. This is all right with regular prizefights, 
where each fighter wants to end the match as soon as 
possible and take the money and run. But when women 
fight for a man, they want their opponent . . . No, that's 
a bad word. Rival is much more appropriate. They want 
their rival to be conscious of her defeat. The winner 


wants the loser to feel the pain of bodily inferiority cou- 
pled with the humiliation of her lying flat upon the can- 
vas, unable to rise and win her man. When the loser is 
unconscious, the sting of defeat is lost. Let me suggest a 
compromise. You can punch to the face and head. But 
instead of wearing flat soled fight shoes, wear boots with 
high heels. The heels will ensure that neither woman can 
get the rock-steady stance needed for a knockout swing.” 

Enaj nodded agreement, as did Liz, who added, “If 
there’s going to be hitting to the head, the four ounce 
gloves are too light. A whack on the skull at the wrong 
angle can break a hand. Why don't we use men’s eight 
ounce gloves?” 

“Four ouncers,” was Johnson's retort. 

Martha asked, “Why are you so enamored with four 
ouncers?” 

“Because they’re light enough to break up a face.” 

“Ah, now we know what you are going after: My 
daughter's face. Maybe it’s not her husband after all. Per- 
haps it was her face all along.” 

“Tm after Mike, pure and simple.” 

“You're wrong on all three counts,” spat out Stoner. 
“He’s not pure, nor simple, nor are you going to get him. 
When this is over, it’s me who's going to be sitting on 


his face. Just as I’ve been doing for the last three years.” 

Enaj’s lips parted into a fiendish smile, “I guess any- 
one can get used to the smell of long dead tuna fish, over 
time.” 

Mrs. Doyle had to grab her daughter around the 
waist when Liz bolted from her chair to try and claw her 
rival. “Hold it right there, both of you! ‘This is what I’m 
trying to prevent: Permanent facial damage by finger- 
nails. That is why you have to wear gloves.” She let go of 
her daughter, who reluctantly returned to her chair. “Tell 
you what, another compromise? How about wearing 
what the featherweight fighters use? Six ounce gloves. 
That way it’s men's rules.” 

“That's reasonable,” agreed the challenger. 

The present champion of Elmtown spoke up, 
“Speaking of men's rules, the three-minute rounds are 
okay, but a three-minute rest period aint men’s rules.” 

“How long do you think they should be, Elizabeth?” 
asked the past champion. 

“One minute, just like the men.” 

“How do you feel about this, Miss. Johnson?” asked 
Mrs. Doyle. 

“Can we come back to this? I’m more concerned 
about a 60 second count before you're counted out. That 


gives a person a long time to recover, ensuring one hell 
of a long fight. ‘This could take all night.” 

“Believe me, Enaj, it won't take all night. I suppose 
you want the men’s 10 second count for the knockout?” 
While talking, the mother looked at her daughter to see 
if she had an opinion. 

She did. “How about this? No three-minute rounds. 
A round ends with a knockdown. “Then the one on the 
mat has 60 seconds to get to her corner, unaided. Then 
there is a 60 second rest before the beginning of the next 
round for a total of 120 seconds. If she gets to her corner 
in only 15 seconds, then her cornerwoman has 105 sec- 
onds to work on her. 

“The bottom line is, she must be standing at the end 
of 60 seconds, to be allowed to rest for an additional 
minute.” 

“Which gets you back to a 60 second count, which 
is too damn long,” fired back the auburn haired beauty. 

“Miss Johnson, let me ask you this.” The President 
chose her words carefully. “We are talking about the rest 
of your life with a man or banishment from Elmtown. 
Do you want that decision to be decided in 10 seconds?” 

“All right, already. Pll tell you what. How about a 60 


second count which includes the rest period?” 


Elizabeth piped up, “Let me get this straight. You 
are suggesting that a round ends with a knockdown. 
Then, the girl has to get to her corner unaided within a 
minute. Within that minute is her rest period. Instead 
of my two minutes, you've cut it to one.” 

“But I’ve raised the 10 second count to 60 seconds.” 

Mrs. Doyle decided to break the deadlock. “That’s 
fair, Enaj is compromising by giving you 50 seconds if 
you can compromise by coming down 60 seconds.” 

“All right,” grumbled the daughter. “Let’s keep it 
moving. Youd think we were electing a President.” 

“In my case, we did.” 

“How’s that, mother?” 

“Jane Doyle was married to the richest man in Elm- 
town. He also represented one of the most honored first 
families in this area. Their traditions went back over a 
hundred years. The only one with more money was a 
woman, Mrs. DeWall. She was President of the Elm- 
town Women's Club. Her money gave her the power to 
be elected to the Presidency. 

“When I beat Jane Doyle she had to leave town and 
divorce her husband, Tom, whom I subsequently mar- 
ried. You were two years old at the time. When Mrs. De- 
Wall died, the power passed to me. It was Toms money 


that bestowed the power on me to run for the Presidency, 
and win. God help this town if I didn't win, because I 
wasnt going to. Tom brought Mike Stoner into the busi- 
ness, which was the second smartest thing he ever did 
after marrying me. Ever since Tom died in that plane 
crash your husband has controlled the family money.” 

The daughter nodded her head with understanding. 
“So what you're saying is whoever wins this fight will win 
Mike, and he and his money are the powers-that-be in 
Elmtown.” 

Martha looked straight at Enaj. “But you already fig- 
ured that out, didn't you Miss Johnson?” 

“The money means nothing to me. Only Mike.” 

“I believe you'll have a chance to prove it. If it is 
Mike’s money youre fighting for, you won't win. Greed 
won't overcome a wife’s passion for her husband. I know 
that the woman whose desire is the strongest for a man 
will win. 

“Tve been through the crucible of agony called fem- 
inine combat and full well know the truth I speak. In the 
final analysis, also called round twelve, it came down to 
that my lust was stronger for Tom than was Jane's lust.” 
She let them chew upon that. Then Martha continued, 
“Is it agreed that a round ends with a knockdown and 


she has one minute to get to her corner for the next 
round?” 

“Done,” grunted Enaj. 

“Let’s just do it,” hissed Stoner. 

The mother stood up. “So be it. Tomorrow night at 
the Woman's Club basement. Be ready.” 


Both were. 


CHAPTER THIRTY -SEVEN 


Introductions 


Mrs. Doyle climbed into the ring and needed no mi- 
crophone. Since becoming President, everyone in the 
room had heard her, loud and clear. Tonight was no ex- 
ception. 

“Ladies. Some of you were here 23 years ago. I cer- 
tainly was. In point of fact, I’m standing on the same spot 
where I won the right to marry Tom Doyle. Some of you 
remember the past President of the Club, Mrs. DeWall. 
When she gave a speech, the Club secretary suffered 
from writers cramp for two days. By reputation, I am 
kinder to our present secretary.” 


“Hallelujah,” answered the secretary. 

“It also helps to have a portable tape recorder, which 
I see you have with you. But I digress. You have all been 
called to this special meeting of the Elmtown Woman's 
Club to bear witness. Arriving this past Monday, a new- 
comer named Enaj Johnson took only two days to seduce 
my son-in-law.” There were gasps from the audience at 
such bluntness. She got blunter. 

“It took me six months to get Tom to even kiss me. 
Things were slower then.” No one was laughing. The 
members could now sense that this speech was painful 
for Martha. “I’ve been down that road before and can 
therefore sympathize with Miss Johnson. However, back 
then, I was in desperate emotional and financial straits. 
I loved Thomas Doyle for six months. It remained un- 
spoken by me and was at a respectable distance. I was a 
widow with two children to raise and Tom was the only 
man in this town who would even consider marrying 
into an instant family. This is not the case with Miss 
Johnson. She doesn't have the excess baggage of children. 
My daughter does, since what her husband did was, on 
the face of it, childish. Since then she has also acted 
childish. But I digress. Sorry. The only baggage Enaj ar- 
rived with were two suitcases. She travels light. And I 


might add, unfortunately also very quickly.” Martha 
stopped for the muffled chuckles from her members to 
cease. 

“Get to the point, Doyle?” heckled an impatient 
woman. 

“Yeah, you're getting as bad as DeWall,” shouted an- 
other. 

“Well, to the point, then. It seems Miss Johnson is 
very precocious with her feelings. In less than two days 
in town she claims she fell in love with Mike Stoner. 
And, I might add, it was not at what any of us would call 
a respectable distance, either in time nor in physical pro- 
priety. Ladies, this situation is our mutual problem.” 

“How can that be? We just heard about it from you.’ 
asksAb a member. 

“Because there is this kind of hanky-panky going on 
all the time in this town. Husbands and wives seem to 
be always cheating on each other.” 

“How’s that make you better than any of us? You ad- 
mittedly tried to steal Tom away from his wife!” snapped 
a disgruntled member. 

“That's a good point. The difference is, our relation- 


ship led somewhere. I cared about him. I put my body 


bi 


on the line to win him, not in the sack to seduce him. 
These liaisons you people are having are to relieve bore- 
dom. They’re going nowhere. What’s even worse is the 
wife can't do much to stop another woman from playing 
around with her man.” 

“Except shoot her,” fired off a member with a laugh. 

“Not a very satisfactory solution. However, here 
tonight, you are going to witness one solution. Long ago 
in Europe there would be a war, and it would take at least 
a generation to forget how horrible it was. Then they 
would have another war. Well, in this room there was a 
war, a generation ago. Tonight there is going to be an- 
other one. Believe me, none of you is going to forget this 
night. To try to prevent this from happening again, I am 
going to propose that this will be the policy of Club: 
When any member has proof that another member is 
trying to steal her man, they must meet here and fight it 
out. To the finish, with women’s rules.” The audience sat 
in stunned silence as she added, “And PI get it passed.” 
Everyone knew that she had the clout to do it. 

“What are the rules?” asked a genuinely curious 
woman. 

“Glad you asked. They are very simple. Normally in 
Mex Style fighting the fighters wear four ounce boxing 


gloves and can punch anywhere to the body. ‘There is no 
hitting above the shoulders. Blows to the face or neck 
mean instant disqualification. The rounds are three min- 
utes long with a three-minute rest period. When a 
woman is knocked down she has exactly one minute to 
get up. If she can't, she’s officially knocked out and loses 
the match. It’s a fight to the finish and only one woman 
walks out of the ring.” 

“What happens to the other. Is she crucified?” 

“Good analogy there. The pain and humiliation the 
loser suffers is a kind of crucifixion. Any questions?” 

“Yeah, you said the fighters will wear boxing gloves, 
what else?” asked a young member in the front row. 

“Gym or boxing shoes,” replied Martha. 

“What else?” 

“As I said, boxing gloves and boxing shoes.” 

“That's all?” gasped the astonished young woman. 
The older members quietly sat with smug smiles on their 
faces. They knew the score and weren't talking. 

“That’s it!” was the President’s stern reply. 

“My God,” muttered another young member as the 
enormity of the two words “That's it” sank in. 

“However, tonight we have special circumstances. 
The rules have been altered.” 


“They're going to wear clothes?” blurted out yet an- 
other young member. 

“No. The changes are: The gloves are six ouncers. This 
will allow hitting to the face and head. ‘They will wear 
clear plastic teeth protectors that have been individually 
fitted to their upper teeth to prevent chipping. High 
heeled boots will be worn to reduce the power of 
punches to the head. Each round lasts until there is a 
knock down; then the fighter has sixty seconds to get to 
her corner. The sooner she gets to her corner, the longer 
she gets to sit down and rest. But she is only allotted one 
minute to get to her corner unaided. If she doesn't, she 
loses. Period.” 

“Can we get on with it?” heckled one of the women 
who had seen the first fight years ago. 

Mrs. Doyle sensed the crowd was turning into a mob 
and moved to wrap things up. “Finally, to preclude any 
hint of partiality, I’ve hired Ruth Simons, the girls Phys- 
ical Education instructor from Elmtown High to referee. 
Ill be the timekeeper. I’ve already given her the signal 
and she’s getting the rivals now. Ah, here they are.” 

After both woman entered the ring they went to 
their respective corners. They both had been pre-in- 
structed about where to go and there was nothing for 


them to do except wait for the announcement. “Ladies 
and no gentlemen,” started the Club President. “In this 
corner, the champion, standing five ten and weighing 
150 pounds, our own Elizabeth Stoner. Elizabeth is the 
Elmtown champion because she is the wife of the hus- 
band in dispute. In that corner, the challenger, standing 
five eight and weighing 140 pounds, Enaj Johnson. She 
is the challenger because she is challenging the wife's 
right to keep her husband.” 

“Let the games begin!” shouted the Club secretary. 

With a nod from Martha to begin, the battle was 
joined. 


CHAPTER THIRTY -EIGHT 


The First Round 


Each fighter’s cornerwoman removed 
her covering robe. Ihe crowd could see 
that both women were stripped for ac- 
tion. Mrs. Doyle stepped out of the ring, 
picked up a new hammer, and clanged 
the bell for round one. Both women met 
in center ring and circled each other, 
feinting punches at her hateful oppo- 


nent. To the trained eye, it was apparent 
both women knew how to box. The ques- 
tion now was, did either know how to 
fight? To some of the remaining mem- 
bers who had seen the classic battle be- 
tween the then widow Martha Jones and 
Tom Doyle's wife Jane Doyle, it was like 
old times. Exciting times. Hurtful times. 
Especially to Enaj, as she was heir to the 
first punch. 

In her eagerness to attack, the auburn 
girl threw a telegraphed looping right at 
the blond's face. Liz easily ducked under 
the swing and countered with a right 
cross, which connected flush against 
Enaj’s left cheek. Since Enaj was still off 


balance from the missed swing, the 


punch to the side of her face knocked her 
backward with both feet flying. She 
landed with a crash on top of the boxing 
ring’s floor. (Ihe wife got the first knock- 
down). 

Although dazed, the only serious 
damage was to her pride. Johnson was 
embarrassed about the fact that only two 
swings were made. One miss and one hit, 
and their combined result found her flat 
on her back. 

“Fifty seconds left,” from Ruth’s voice 
stopped Enaj from musing about her 
mistake and snapped her back to reality. 
She got up, walked to her corner, and sat 
down. A chagrined look covered her face. 
The wife sat at the opposite corner, her 


face beaming. 

“This is fun,” Liz thought. There is a 
‘however to this and it had been sensed 
earlier by Mike Stoner. He was soon to 
be proved right about his observation of 
Johnson. In her eagerness, she would 
make mistakes. However, painfully for 
the wife, Enaj was to prove a quick learn. 
It was a short round, but there was going 
to be a long battle ahead. With the dang 
of the bell the women marched to mid 
ring. 

Now boldly on the attack, Liz flicked 
a left jab at Enajs face. She missed, John- 
son didnt, as she ducked under the 
punch then countered by going under- 
neath with a right to Elizabeth's lower 


belly. 

“Oomph,” grunted Liz. She had seen 
the upswing in time and tensed her mus- 
cles. Ihe blow stung but didn't penetrate 
into her female vitals. Ihe force of the 
blow backed Doyle out of range from 
any follow up lefts. Johnson tried to pur- 
sue but the heels caused her to stumble. 
“The heels worked,” she thought. “John- 
son is stumbling around.” As she 
backpedaled, Liz tensed her stomach 
muscles a few times to check out their 
reactive capabilities. [hey were suddenly 
sore. Not a debilitating pain, just sore. It 
hurt to tense them. She realized that 
more hits to the midsection would make 
the muscles even more sore. Eventually, 


tensing the stomach muscles would be so 
hurtful that she wouldnt be able to force 
them to harden. Then her opponent 
would batter past them and dig into the 
essence of her femininity. She had just 
been admitted to the school of hard 
knocks. Now she had an inkling of what 
the eventual cost of graduation would be. 
No longer was she smiling. 

For a moment, the two antagonists 
glared at each other. The score was even. 
Four punches thrown, one by each had 
landed. The pessimist would see this as a 
50 percent failure rate. The optimist 
could argue that the blows to Liz's stom- 
ach and Enaj's face had determined that 
the other’s fists had a 50 percent success 


rate, because a portion of their respective 
persons had a 100 percent ache. How- 
ever, these women werent philosophers, 
they were fighters, and got on with the 
job by moving forward, toward a sure 
collision course. 

In less than a minute of stand-up, 
knock-down combat, the question every- 
one in the audience was asking had been 
answered. Now everyone was convinced 
that both women knew how to fight. Of 
even more import, both women were 
willing to fight. And of even greater im- 
portance was the apparent fact that the 
combatants were closely matched. Still 
unanswered was the direction of the con- 
test. Was it going to turn into a boxing 


match or a brawl? In short order, time 
told all, as time always will. 

Now Johnson went on the attack. She 
let loose a straight left jab at Doyle’s face. 
This brought the wife’s guard up and 
Enaj again went underneath with a right 
to Elizabeth’s already punished belly, 
smacking onto .the red splotch that had 
formed on her stomach from the previ- 
ous body blow. Again, fortunately, she 
saw the incoming glove and tensed her 
gut muscles. Ihe blow hurt even worse 
this time but still didn't reach her femi- 
ninity. Doyle backed up and slipped the 
follow-up roundhouse left that whistled 
past her face. 

“Thank goodness for the heels,” she 


thought. Enaj cant get a solid stance 
with her feet.” 

‘If it be now, ‘tis not to come; if it be 
not to come, it will be now; if it be not 
now, yet it will come. The readiness is all.’ 
Hamlet by Shakespeare. 

“Damn,” thought Johnson, when, 
during her pursuit, the heels caused her 
to stumble forward. Her misstep brought 
her hands down, resulting in a right hook 
to the left side of her face. Ihe force of 
the blow backed her up in time to avoid 
a roundhouse left to her side rib cage. 

Both women came to the firm real- 
ization that the wobbliness of the heels 
precluded roundhouse swings from left 


or right field. 


Then Johnson's jaw collided with a 
right uppercut, which snapped her head 
upward and her body backward to 
bounce against the ropes. Before Enaj 
had time to recover, Liz stepped in and 
drilled a left glove deep into her stomach. 
Although Enaj’s eyes were staring at the 
ceiling she knew ‘yet it will come’ and 
tensed her stomach muscles for another 
battering. “Ihe readiness was all’, as the 
muscles obeyed. 

She took the punch, then darted to 
the left and out of Liz Stoner’s range. 
They met in center ring and this time 
Johnson beat the wife to the punch. Well, 
that’s not exactly true. Liz threw the first 
punch, but the challenger adroitly 


ducked under it and countered with a 
right uppercut into the left breast. 
Strictly speaking, or punching, the wife 
delivered the first punch, which smacked 
into thin air, while the deft (who also had 
to be daft to be in this situation in the 
first place) challenger threw the second 
blow, which landed first. The exchange 
got a little biblical, ‘Many that are first 
shall be last’ and so forth. Elizabeth be- 
came biblical too, as she referenced God 
and Christ and several saints in an un- 
kindly manner as she vocally described 
the pain that had exploded inside her 
chest. 

“Goddammit, got suckered into that 
one! Jesus that hurt!” cursed Liz as the 


force of the blow helped back her away 
from her antagonist. She was muttering 
about saints when the ropes stopped her 
backward motion. “Can't get worse than 
this,” she thought. The wife was wrong. 
It did. She had literally been backed into 
a corner, and the husband-stealer was 
rapidly closing the distance. Then the 
champion got an idea. She leaned her 
back into the corner ropes which gave 
her whole body support and stability. 
Now the unsteadiness of the heels would 
be negated. She couldn't maneuver, but 
she counted on being able to deliver the 
more solid punches during the upcoming 
corner free-for-all. 


“Got her trapped. Let’s try to end this 


quickly!” planned Enaj as she released a 
flicking left jab to the face. The glove 
moved, so did the face. The fist punched 
air, but Liz's counter punch didnt. 

By moving her head to the right, the 
wife forced the jab to whiz past her ear. 
From her crouch, she buried a right fist 
deep into Enaj’s upper pubic hair line. 

The shock froze the challenger into 
immobility for just an instant. That is all 
the champion needed to whack her op- 
ponent with a short left hook to the right 
breast. That outrage elicited a hard left 
jab at the surprised blond’s face. But the 
shocks to her body had slowed down 
Johnson's reactions and Stoner easily 
avoided the feeble counter. 


“Gotcha,” thought the wife, who, in 
one fast fluid motion, ducked under the 
jab, then from the crouch, swung a ‘from 
the floor’ upward looping right, wham- 
ming squarely on the left side of John- 
son's jaw. 

She fell backward, stiff as a tree that 
was in the act of being felled. Enaj was 
unconscious before her back slammed 
onto the canvas. [Enaj’s 2nd knock- 
down |. 

The simile didn’t escape Elizabeth's 
notice as she shouted, “Timber.” The 
champion had scored her second knock- 
down. 


CHAPTER THIRTY -NINE 


Let The Count Begin 


“Only a minute into the second round 
and it may be over,” muttered the referee. 
She looked down upon a perfect calm 
after the storm. Johnson was at peace, 
sleeping on the job, so to speak. Her legs 
were split and her arms stuck straight 
out. The hands slowly opening and clos- 
ing inside the gloves. The referee, Ruth 


looked at the timekeeper and said, “I 
don't think she’s going to come out of 
this for some time.” 

“Start the count,” snapped Mrs. 
Doyle. 

“TI feel foolish talking to someone 
whos asleep.” 

“Start the god damn count, will you!” 

“Okay. How much time has elapsed?” 

“Ten seconds.” 

“Hello down there, you have 50 sec- 
onds to get to your corner! Moon base to 
earth, moon base to earth, come in earth. 
Are you receiving, earth?” 

“That does it, get the hell out of the 
ring, Simons.” An enraged mother 
climbed through the ropes and strode 


over to her daughter's rival. “My fault, I 
sent a girl to do a man’s job,” she grum- 
bled. She looked at her stopwatch and 
yelled, “Miss Johnson, you have 40 sec- 
onds to get up, or 41 seconds to get the 
hell out of town!” Martha’s last name 
wasnt Sigoloff, but Enaj got the message. 
Loud, but not so clear. 

Just about everyone, at one time or 
another, has driven a long distance at 
night and fallen asleep at the wheel, al- 
beit momentarily. Then they would wake 
up with a start, eyes wide open with hor- 
ror as the impact that didn't occur hits 
them. Immediately following is the relief 
that they’re still alive. This is how Enaj 
felt as she came out of her enforced sleep, 


eyes wide open, staring into the enraged 
face of the mother, not the referee. 
“What are you doing here?” asked a puz- 
zled Johnson. 

“Telling you that you have 30 seconds 
to get to your corner.” 

“Where's the referee?” 

“I sent her packing. You have 20 sec- 
onds left.” 

“Oh, Jesus!” she yelped. The auburn 
haired girl rolled over onto her stomach, 
got to her knees and stood up with 10 
seconds to spare. Her thoughts still 
scrambled, Enaj had no idea where her 
corner was until she saw Maggie waving 
a towel. Just as she sat down, the bell 
rang and she had to get up to face a hard 


charging wife with mayhem in her mind 
and punishment on her gloves. Out of 
the corner of her eye she saw that Mrs. 
Doyle had left the ring and hit the bell. 
“Now I’ve got you trapped in the cor- 
ner,” hissed the wife. From too far a dis- 
tance Liz fired off a left jab that fell 
short. But it was intentional. Still groggy, 
Miss Johnson raised her gloves to protect 
her face, leaving her torso naked, in more 
ways than one. Ihe wife only needed one. 
She stepped in with a right fist that 
landed square on the dividing line of 
lower belly skin and upper pubic hair. 
“Aaagh,” screeched the woman as she 
immediately dropped to her knees. 
[Knockdown number 3 for Enaj] Her 


standing opponent walked around the 
stricken woman, smiling and stopping 
periodically to look down and relish the 
agony of this husband-stealer, truly laid 
bare. 

When Mrs. Doyle saw Enaj’s knees 
hit the stretched cloth which covered the 
moving van padding that was under- 
neath, she winced. She remembered the 
beating her knees and body had taken 
when they had been slammed to the 
floor long ago. ‘Those long ago 23 years, 
that now seemed like only yesterday. This 
ring was well-padded, both on the floor, 
and across the corner ropes. She wryly 
observed how much they helped in cush- 


ioning the knockdowns. ‘Then she re- 


membered the two nights of bitter naked 
combat that had taken place a year ago 
in this very ring in her basement. Martha 
was glad she had saved the well-con- 
structed ring which had been especially 
built for those two local girls who had 
challenged the outsiders. It had been 
knocked down and stored away in a cor- 
ner of the vast basement, but had been 
quickly reassembled for tonight’s contest. 
Just then, a hiss likened to a snake drew 
her attention back to the present. 
“Sssshhhiiittttt,” slowly flowed out of 
Johnson's mouth and it had the sound of 
air escaping from a pierced balloon. The 
similarities didn't end there. She too had 
been pierced, and as the air left her body 


the stricken woman literally seemed to 
deflate, crumpling to the waiting canvas. 
Finally, when soundless, Enaj came to 
rest. In aeronautical terms, it was a three- 
point landing. The two knees and face 
sank into the padded floor. Her gloves 
held her violated female viscera. But they 
did no good. Her fingers could have 
massaged some of the pain away, but the 
unfeeling gloves were tied tightly around 
her hands and wrists and were to be re- 
moved by Maggie; only after Enaj had 
been declared victrix or vanquished. 

“Ruth, she's awake this time. Want to 
try another count?” 

“O.K., Mrs. Doyle. No more attempts 


at humor. Besides, this isnt funny, it’s 


ghastly.” The chastised referee climbed 
through the ropes and pushed Elizabeth 
toward a neutral corner. “What’s the 
time?” 

“Fifteen seconds have elapsed.” 
Everyone looked at the timekeeper, then 
at their watches. Yes, that was correct, 
several nodded. Ihe crowd, to a woman, 
thought it amazing. Here was a mother 
whose daughter was in a boxing ring, 
taking the chance of being badly injured. 
Yet she was scrupulously fair in counting 
the time remaining for the downed 
woman who was trying to break up her 
daughter’s marriage. To see such integrity 
was rare these days. But it was enforced 
with an iron will, and perhaps fist, in this 


room. [here would be no fast count from 
her this night. Then they understood. 
Mrs. Doyle was once the widow Jones, 
and she had won the right to be called 
Mrs. Tom Doyle. She had been there and 
knew what these two women were going 
through. But that was past, this was pres- 
ent, and the present that had been deliv- 
ered by Liz to Enaj was called pain. 
Martha remembered the hurt. 

So did Enaj. Fully conscious, but im- 
mobilized with pelvic pain, she cursed 
herself. “You dumb shithead! Why did 
you open your big mouth about the 
three-minute rest? Smart ass me got it 
down to one minute. Dumb, dumb, 
dumb. Even if I can get up again there 


wont be much time to sit down and rest. 
That bitch will be all over me like white 
on rice.” 

“Twenty seconds left,” intoned the 
referee. 

There was no time left for grousing 
about bad decisions. She had to decide, 
and it had to be now. Johnson dipped the 
ladle into her well of reserves and found 
the strength to rise and got to her corner, 
just in time to hear the bell. As she 
turned to face her opponent, Enaj re- 
membered hearing the ladle scrape the 
bottom of the barrel. Her reserves were 
low. Another blow like that and the bar- 
rel would be fast emptied. 

“Now, to end it,” was both the wife’s 


thought and almost everyone else’s in the 
audience. Johnson forced herself to ad- 
vance and they met in mid ring. Liz fired 
the first shot. Ihe champion hooked with 
her left, but Enaj ducked under it and, 
while still in the crouch, drove a straight 
left into the center of the wife's furry V. 
“That could be the V for victory,” 
mused Johnson when she witnessed the 
startling effect the blow had upon the 
wife. Simply stated, Stoner's legs had lost 
their ability to stand. Suddenly, the wife 
had no visible means of support. When 
her legs lost their control, the blond stag- 
gered backwards until her back bumped 
against the ropes. [hen Elizabeth crum- 
pled straight down, into a fleshy heap. 


“Mummm,” Liz groaned as she just 
sat there, rocking back and forth, rubbing 
her brown bush with her right glove. 
Enaj had first hand (make that glove) 
knowledge that it did no good. What did 
good was seeing Elizabeth on the can- 
vas. 

“Time,” shouted the referee. (It was 
Liz’s 1st knockdown]. 

“Fifty seconds,” was the reply. There 
would be no slow count for the daughter 
tonight. 

“Forty seconds left,” chanted Ruth. 
Finally, Mrs. Stoner rolled over onto her 
stomach. 

“Thirty seconds left.” The referee 


looked at the timekeeper to make sure 


her count was accurate. A nod from the 
concerned mother confirmed it was. 
Marthas hand was beginning to turn 
white from the death-like grip she had 
on the stopwatch. 

“Twenty seconds left,” brought a 
trembling response from the wife. But at 
least it was a response, as she got to her 
knees. Liz reached behind and grabbed 
at the ropes with her gloves. She now 
had to use her arm muscles instead of her 
impotent leg muscles to hoist herself, 
strand by strand, to the vertical position. 
At “Ten seconds” she was on her feet and 
heading toward her corner. When touch- 
ing the corner post, Liz heard, for her, 


the newly accursed bell. To Miss John- 


son, there never was a sound so sweet. 

“Take it easy, Johnson. You've got 
plenty of time,” she thought. “Don't 
make Stony's mistake by being overly 
eager.” 

The wife concluded, “Ihe corner 
worked for me before, it’ Il have to work 
for me again.” She leaned back into the 
corner ropes to await the approaching 
onslaught. It wasn't long, and she got the 
short end of it. Enaj feinted an under- 
handed left toward that inviting brown 
bush. Predictably Mrs. Stoner instinc- 
tively dropped her gloves to protect it. 
Too late did Liz realize that she had 
made a terribly painful mistake. 

The mother winced when she saw the 
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lesson of the fists that followed. Long 
ago she had first learned, then only later 
understood. Martha had learned her les- 
son well, that evening, so very long ago, 
when she had fought Jane for her hus- 
band. 

Many years later on a trip to New 
York, she went to the New York Public 
Library to do some research. She found 
what she was looking for when she came 
across a very esoteric book. It was about 
her and on that day she understood. Nat- 
urally it didn't deal with her by name, but 
it spoke to her personally all the same. It 
was a history of the way women have 
fought throughout the ages, but more 
importantly - why. She had finally dis- 


covered factually what she had known 
instinctively. When women are given free 
reign to attack another, they will go after 
the source of their opponent's desire. 
And now she knew. 

Neither Enaj, nor Elizabeth, had 
learned, nor did they understand them- 
selves that well - yet. But tonight both 
would learn. Instinctively, Johnson knew, 
here was the opening she had been wait- 
ing for all evening long. Instantly she 
pulled her left fist backward, then, by 
twisting her back into the punch, drilled 
Stoner’s left breast with a from-the- 
shoulder straight right. The target was 
the nipple, and the glove found its mark. 

Fortunately for the stricken wife, she 


toppled downward fast enough to escape 
the follow-up haymaker left that whis- 
tled over the top of her head. If it had 
connected, the punch would have put her 
down for good. As it was, she was down 
for bad. [Elizabeths 2nd knockdown], 
Liz was catching up fast with Enaj on 
being floored. The score was now three 
times for the challenger and two for the 
champion on having to eat canvas. 

One of the younger members of the 
Club remarked to her friend, “These 
women seem to spend more time on 
their knees than on their feet.” It cer- 
tainly seemed that way to almost every- 
one else, too. What these two women 
didnt seem to understand was there was- 


nt much of a defense either fighter could 
put up when two hands had to cover face, 
chin, two breasts, solar plexus, lower 
belly, left and right side rib cages, and fi- 
nally pubic area. Two hands, nine invit- 
ing targets. All painfully vulnerable, all 
inadequately protected. Truly, in this 
case, the best defense was to take the of- 
fense. Time and time again, whosoever 
got the first punch off would be the one 
still standing seconds later. Now they 
were learning to feint. As just happened, 
it was now whoever got the first feint off, 
would often win the round. Io the unini- 
tiated, the battle could be boring. Punch 
and drop. Get up, punch, and drop. 
Round after brutal round of this. And 


that was the word: Brutal. There was no 
room for finesse here. Both girls quickly 
and painfully learned that. 

They couldn't be boxers with these 
kinds of rules. And yes, the last question 
had also been answered. Circumstances 
had forced the women to become 
brawlers. ‘Tonight, only the sluggers 
would survive. Which was exactly what 
Stoner was trying to do. 

“Get away from her, Johnson,” said 
the referee as she pushed her toward a 
neutral corner. Just as the Club members 
remarked, there was Liz, on her knees, 
head resting on the canvas, holding her 
crushed left breast with her left glove. An 
exercise in futility. 
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“Get up, you bitch,” hissed Johnson, 
“so I can work you over some more.” 
Then she yelled, “Let's see if you have the 
stuff to hurt me any more?” That was not 
a smart thing for the challenger to shout, 
because Liz heard her and during the 
next round she enabled Enaj to get her 
wish. 


CHAPTER FORTY 


Internecine 


‘Internecine: [From the Latin in- 
ternecinus (to destroy, or kill) ] 1. Marked 
by slaughter, deadly. Mutually destruc- 
tive.’ 


— Webster 


As Johnson had previously done, 


Stoner was now compelled to do. She 


too had to dip her own personal ladle 
into her barrel of reserves. Although 
Elizabeth was racked with excruciating 
spasms of pain, she was fully conscious. 
She now was faced with the decision to 
stay down and lose her husband, or get 
up and face those tormenting fists again. 

“I wont stay down. I just wont,” she 
gasped. “As long as I’m conscious I’m 
going to get up,” Liz vowed. Anger drove 
her to her feet and toward her corner. 
She was able to sit for 15 seconds before 
the bell rang. 

“I hurt her bad the last time,” thought 
the challenger. “Wonder how she found 
the strength to get up?” Then Enaj felt 
foolish about thinking such a dumb 


question. Liz felt the same desires as 
Enaj, and that is what pushed their legs 
to the vertical. 

The champion was also thinking the 
same thoughts while sitting on the stool 
in her corner. “That's it, desire. Desire for 
a man is what forces us up. Wait a 
minute, Ive got this backward. It’s not 
the pleasure we can give a man that 
drives us, it’s the pleasure he can give us. 
There’s the answer. It’s the pleasure our 
body receives from a man that is the basis 
of a womans desire. Go after those 
sources of receiving pleasure, destroy 
them, and you destroy the desire. Kill 
that desire and you win. So simple, really. 
Attack the pleasure parts and make her 


impotent. Easy to do to a man. A punch 
to the groin and his prick and balls are 
impotent. He wont get up. Neither will 
Johnson if I get there first. Sure bet she’s 
figured the same thing out. Where first? 
The breasts, womb, ovaries, her pussy. 
Damn. So many parts, so little time.” Then 
the clang of the bell translated the thought 
into action. 

“One more punch to the same tit should 
do it,” thought the dark-haired woman. She 
flicked out a left jab to the head as a set-up 
punch, but Liz’s reactions were still sharp. The 
blond ducked under it and countered with a 
right hook to the belly. Johnson backed off. 
Stoner advanced and let loose a left jab which 
fell short. Johnson stepped forward with her 
left leg, got inside, and nailed Stoner with a 


short left hook, centered on the left breast. 

It didn’t do it. When Enaj extracted the 
glove from the wife’s chest, Elizabeth was still 
standing. Stoner was as surprised as Johnson. 
The force of the blow did knock her backward 
and she bounced off the ropes. 

“My God, I’m still standing. What the hell 
happened? ‘The same punch put me down the 
last time.” Johnson was asking the same ques- 
tion. 

“She’s still standing. Am I losing punching 
power?” was Johnson's concern. She wasn't. To 
Liz, her battered breast seemed to explode in 
searing pain. The agony was as bad as before. 
Yet, this time it wasn't bad enough to put the 
wife down. What they didnt realize, but all 
too soon were to understand, was that when 
they started out, both women were cold. 


Emotionally, they were hot, but physically 


cold. Ihe first blows were on cold flesh which 
was extremely sensitive to trauma. With the 
passage of several hard rounds their bodies 
warmed up. Now they were hot and sweating 
profusely. Quite simply the rapidity of shocks 
throughout their bodies had desensitized their 
flesh to some degree. It wasn't much, but it 
was enough to permit each woman to absorb 
far more punishment than she would have 
ever thought she could bear. 

The brain was also busy. It was telling 
glands to pump out pain-reducing endorphins 
plus energy-producing adrenaline. This does 
not mean that the blows hurt any less, only 
now the body is able to absorb more of them. 
Which is exactly what happened with a feroc- 
ity unimaginable to a majority of the ladies a 
scant half hour before. These two she-wolves 
tore into each other’s faces and bodies until 


their collective heads were numb and stomach 
muscles refused to function. 

“Got to end this,” panted Stoner. Dimly 
viewing an opening, she put all of her remain- 
ing strength into the punch. ‘The wife lashed 
out in desperation and buried her right glove 
deep into Johnson's lower belly. Finally the 
fist was able to penetrate past the unrespon- 
sive muscles to seek out Enaj’s womb. ‘The 
knuckles found their quarry and gripped the 
essence of her femaleness in fiery fingers of 
excruciating agony. Enaj's internal horror was 
that the hand wouldn't stop its alternating 
squeeze and release spasms after the violating 
glove was extracted from her belly. The pain 
seemed to have a mind of its own. The force 
of the blow had put her down. Now the unre- 
lenting spasms of pain that attacked her 
womb and ovaries would keep her down. 


“Akkhaaaa,” shrieked Johnson, as she top- 
pled forward to land with a crash on her face. 
She started to roll about the floor, trying to 
hold in her female guts with her insensitive 
gloves. She was finished and would writhe in 
pain for only 60 unmerciful seconds. ‘Then it 
would be over; also too, Mike. 

The first thing Johnson heard was, “30 sec- 
onds to go.” She rolled over onto her back. 
Standing in a neutral corner, hands on the top 
ropes, was the champion, patiently waiting for 
the count to end. Enaj sighed and decided to 
do the same. She had been beaten by the bet- 
ter woman. 

“20 seconds to go.” And then something 
happened. Johnson no longer thought about 
herself and her mind drifted to Mike. And to 
Paul's First Corinthians 13.7: “Love bears all 
things, believes all things, hopes all things, en- 


dures all things.” 

“I love him more than Stoney. She won't 
have him. She can't have him, not while I’m 
conscious.” It wasn't greed, nor lust, nor re- 
venge that gave her the strength to get to her 
feet. It was love. It was her belief that she 
loved Mike more than her rival, and she 
would be better for him, that made her beat 
the count with five seconds to spare. 

And then the gods intervened. Ihe con- 
stant pounding of the fighters boot heels had 
finally worked one of the ring floor boards 
loose. While backing away Johnson stepped 
into the crack and was instantly anchored to 
the floor. Somehow sensing that she was im- 
mobile, Stoner swung a haymaker looping 
right at her antagonist’s head. Johnson leaned 
back and the stuck heel kept her from top- 
pling backward. The dark glove passed in front 


of her nose with an inch to spare. Enaj coun- 
tered with her own haymaker right by first 
reaching backward with the right fist. Then 
she lunged forward with her right shoulder 
and upper torso driving the gloved hand in an 
outside loop towards Liz’s face. As she 
swiveled around to her left, the stuck left boot 
cemented her left leg to the floor. This gave 
her the secure leverage needed to finish her 
rotation to the left and enabled her to deliver 
the most powerful punch of the evening. ‘The 
wife staggered backward and fell against the 
ropes. [hen some things, unseen, smiled. 

For a second time the gods decided to take 
events into their own hands. In actuality, they 
took that loose board in their hands, and pried 
it loose, just a little bit more. Miraculously, 
when Enaj stepped forward to close with Liz, 
her heel slipped out of the canvas ‘v’ that had 


slid into the crack. Just as Stoner was re- 
bounding off the ropes, Enaj nailed her with 
a from-the-floor left uppercut, splat on the 
chin. She fell backward and went partially 
through the ropes. Liz was out cold when she 
hit them and the only reason she didnt sink 
to the floor was because her arms were hang- 
ing down from the ropes other side. 


CHAPTER FORTY -ONE 


Denouement 


With her body hooked by her armpits to 
the strands, Stoner looked like a limp pillow 
hanging from the ropes, but Johnson wasn't 
going to leave her out to dry. She stepped in 
and delivered the coup de grace between her 
split legs. It was a underhanded (very under- 
handed) left that smashed into the lower ‘V 
of the pubic hair bush. The shock to her cli- 


toris woke the groggy woman up - literally. 


With an involuntary reactive jerk, Liz pitched 
upwards and forwards to land flat on her face. 

“I can't move my legs,” Liz panted. She 
couldn't, try as she might. The shock of the 
punch to the V between her thighs had tem- 
porarily paralyzed the legs and the only way 
she was able to get onto her back was by 
rolling her upper torso. Enaj then walked over 
and stood over the prone woman while the 
referee started her count. 

“Youre finished, Stoney,” Johnson panted 
hoarsely. 

“I know, dammit,” sobbed Liz as she 
started to cry. Enaj had instinctively gone 
right into her rival’s ultimate source of pleas- 
ure and destroyed it for the evening. By killing 
the desire she had defeated the means for the 
wife to find the strength to rise and face those 
punishing fists again. 


“Who are you?” asked Liz through blub- 
bering sobs. “Why do you want my husband 
so badly?” 

“Because your mother took away my 
mother’s husband, Tom Doyle. Now I’ve 
avenged my mother’s humiliation by taking 
away your husband, Mike Stoner. My real 
name is Jane Johnson. The false name I used 
is Jane spelled backwards.” 

Instantly, pandemonium broke out in the 
Club’s basement. 


‘He whom the Gods wish to destroy, they 
first call promising.’ 


— Cyril Connolly 


In this case the he was a she. 


CHAPTER FORTY -TWO 


Epilogue 


It was not a happy ending. It was a bitter 
ending. What transpired that evening in the 
basement of the Club could be best described 
with literature’s worst cliche: “It was a dark 
and stormy night.’ As with most endings, 
there are winners and losers. The damage done 
to Enaj Johnson was so hurtful she didnt feel 
like a winner. Elizabeth Stoner was so bat- 


tered she didn't feel like a loser, she felt like 


death. The day after the fight the pain was so 
great Liz would have welcomed death's re- 
lease. But both would eventually recover. 
Martha was a different matter. Her pain 
was mixed, and much deeper. She felt disgust 
at her daughter's stupid acceptance of the 
challenge, which was then compounded by 
her losing to Johnson. She was faced with two 
mortifying truths about her daughter: First 
she wasn't too bright, and second an inferior - 
woman. In her day Martha proved she was the 
superior woman, but something had been lost 
in the gene transfer to her daughter. ‘Then 
there was Mrs. Doyle’s public humiliation in 
front of all the Club members. Worse, her old 
nemesis, Jane Doyle, had returned in the guise 
of her daughter Jane, who extracted revenge 
from each member of the family. For Martha, 
public humiliation; Elizabeth, the loss of her 


husband; and then there was Mike, set up 
from the very beginning and made to look like 
a simpleton. What really galled her was his 
slowness in grasping how easily he had been 
used, and abused. He still took the whole 
thing as a Shakespearean Comedy of Errors in- 
stead of the tragedy that it was. Mike was a 
young “King Lear’. “Now there was a real 
tragedy,” she thought. 

And then there were the future name 
changes. Martha shook her head. “It’s a damn 
soap opera.” Enaj Johnson was in actuality 
Jane Doyle Johnson. After the divorce Eliza- 
beth Stoner’s name would revert to Doyle. 
When Jane marries Mike she will be Jane 
Doyle Johnson Stoner. “Lots of generations in 
that name,” she thought. 

“Love.” She chewed upon the word. “Jane, 
a.k.a. Enaj, hadn't counted on that. She came 


to Elmtown for revenge and instead found 
love.” Mrs. Doyle sat back in her chair, closed 
her eyes, and reflected. “Love. None of us 
counted on that, especially me. And that is 
what beat my daughter. Liz could have beat 
greed or lust. “That's what I thought it was. 
Jane lusting after Mike, and through him, 
greed for the Doyle fortune. It was love that 
forced her up that last time to destroy my 
daughter. Ihe young Jane loved Mike more 
than Elizabeth. I loved Tom more than the 
old Jane. Love, that most gentle yet most 
powerful emotion. Don't ever count out love.” 
She smiled at the irony. “Love took us all out 


for the count.” This was ‘in deed’: The End 
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